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OUR OFFER 


We will send the entire set of six books, charges of delivery geepest | 
upon receipt of 


Dollar 


Payment thereafter to be made at the rate of $1.00 Monthly 
for ]] Months | | 


CONTENTS 

1. Huckleberry Finn 4. The Prince and the Pauper 
Tom Sawyer Abroad 
6. The Man That Corrupted || 

3. A Connecticut Yankee -  Hadleyburg, and Other 
in King Arthur’s Court Stories and Essays 


2. Life on the Mississippi 


In order to keep you in touch with us during these months, we will send 
you free, beginning at once, a year’s subscription to either HAR- 


PER’S MAGAZINE, HARPER’S WEEKLY, or HARPER'S 


BAZAR, at no Siddional cost to you. As soon as the first dollar 


reaches us the six books are sent to you, and the periodical also. — 
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Horses Leaving the Paddock 
. ak: After a warming-up gallop and a careful toilet under the beautiful green trees, the thoroughbreds answer the bugle’s call ie the race 


ates 7 The Finish of the Flash Stakes 
i The West triumphs over the East. The race was won by John W. Schorr’s fast filly Judith Comoveii 


> ‘The Parade in Front of the Grand Stand : 
? Just previous to the start of a race the horses, in single file, are marched along the track s 
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tae | The brilliant colors of the jockeys’ uniforms in the emerald setting of the grass around the paddock make a beautiful picture. pee cape ee ee 


Redfern, Henderson, and Michaels 


gals 


we THE SARATOGA RACES 
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Mr. William C. Whitney’s Box ve including Mr. and Mrs. Harry Payne Whitney, Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Hastings, Jr., 
‘ and Mr. and Mrs. Herman B. Duryea 


Mr. and Mrs. George Gould and thei 


Two Sons 


William C. Whitney and August Belmont Harry Payne Whitney and Tom Welsh the Trainer 
THE SARATOGA. RACES 
Photographs by Pictorial News Company 
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Market Coal is Stored in Times of Plenty at convenient Suburbs of great Markets. 


It is Handled by Continuous Conveyors 


Bucket Shovel for rehandling Coal 


A huge Elevator at Work, lifting Two Tons per Minute 


LARGE METHODS OF HANDLING COAL FOR THE’ MARKETS 
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Before the 


are then allowed to go into the Water suspended by the Waist and Neck from a “Trolley.” The Motions 
are then Repeated in the Water as the Youngsters rest on a Canvas Support | 


Finally they float off the Canvas Supports, and, still supported by the “‘Trolley,’’ Swim 


HOW THE CITY OF NEW YORK IS TEACHING ITS POOR 


gaining. Confidence 


Photographs by Peter A. Juley 
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‘about under Direction, 


CHILDREN TO SWIM 


| 
HARPER’ 
Ps little City Children are allowed to go into the Water they are practised in the Motions Day after Day in Classes : 
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One Hundred Thousand Bushels of Oyster ‘Shells 
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An. Oyster Fleet at Twilight 


| PREPARING FOR THE OYSTER SEASON 
See page 1127 
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The Fog 
By Guy Wetmore Carryl 


HE fog slunk down from Labrador, stealthy, sure, and slow, 
‘Southwardly shifting, far inshore, so never a man might know 
How the sea it trod with feet soft-shod, watching the distance dim, 
Where the fishing-fleet to the eastward beat, white dots on the ocean’s rim. 
Feeling the sands with its furtive hands, fingering cape and cove, 
Where the sweet salt smells of the nearer swells up the sloping hill-side rove, 
Where the whimpering sea-gulls swoop and soar, and the great king-herons go, | 


The fog slunk down from Labrador, stealthy, sure, and slow! 


Then a stillness fell on crag and cliff, on beach and breaker fell, 

As the sea-breeze brought on its final whiff the note of a distant bell, 

One faint, far sound, and the fog unwound its manile across the lea, 

Joined hand in hand with a wind from land, and the twain went out’ to sea! 
And the wind that rose spoke soft, of those who watch on the cliffs at dawn, 
And the fog’s white lips, of sinking ships where the tortured tempests spawn, 
As, each to each, thev told once more such things as fishers know, 


When the fog slinks down from Labrador, stealthy, sure, and slow! 


Oh, the wan, white hours go limping by, when that pall ‘comes in between 


The great, blue bell of the cloudless sky and the ocean’s romping green!. 

Nor sane young day, nor swirl of spray, as the cat’s-paws lunge and lilt;— 
On sad, slow waves, like the mounds of graves, the fishermen’s dories| drift. 
For the fishing-craft that leapt and laughed are swallowed in ghostly gray: 


Only God’s eyes may see where lies the lap of the sheltered bay, 


So their dories grope, for lost their lore, witlessly to and fro, 


When the fog slinks down from Labrador, stealthy, sure, and slow! | 


Oh, men of the fleet, tis ye who learn, of the white fog’s biting breath, 

That life may hang on the way ye turn, or the way ve turn be death! 

Though they on the lea look out to sea for the woe or the weal of-you, | 

The ominous East, like a hungry beast, is waiting your tidings, too! 

A night and a day, mayhap, ye stray, a day and-a nighi, perchance, 

The dory is led toward Marblehead, or pointed away for I'rance; 

The shore may save, or the sea may score, in the unknown final throw, 

When the fog slinks down from Labrador, stealthy, sure, and slow! 

Ah, God of the Sea, what joy there lies in that first faint hint of sun! 

When the pallid curtains sulking rise, and the reaches wider run, _ 

When a wind from the west on the sullen breast of the waters shoulders near, — 
And the blessed blue of the sky looks through, as the fog-wreaths curl and clear. 
Ah, God, what joy when the gallant buoy, swung high on a sudden swell, 
Puts fear to flight like a dream of night with its calm, courageous bell, 

And the dory trips the sea’s wide floor with the verve ’twas wont to know. 


And the fog slinks back to Labrador, stealthy, sure, and slow! 
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